298                  A WREATH OF CLOUD

had he made any sound they would have looked up, seen
him and necessarily supposed that he had stationed himself
there on purpose to spy upon those within.   He saw nothing
for it but to stand dead still.   Even indoors the wind was so
violent that screens would not stand up. Those which usually
surrounded the high dais were folded and stacked against
the wall.   There, in full view of any one who came along
the corridor, reclined a lady whose notable dignity of mien
and bearing would alone have Sufficed to betray her identity.
This could be none other than Murasaki.   Her beauty
flashed upon him as at dawn the blossom of the red flowering
cherry flames out of the mist upon the traveller's still sleepy
eye.   It was wafted towards him, suddenly imbued him,
as though a .strong perfume had been dashed against his
face.   She was more beautiful than any woman he had ever
seen.   The hangings of her dais had broken away from the
poles and now fluttered in the wind like huge flags.   Her
ladies made vain attempts to recapture these flapping
curtain-ends, and in the course of the struggle (only half-
visible to Yugiri) something very amusing evidently occurred,
for Murasaki suddenly burst into peals- of laughter.   Soon
however she became serious again.   For here too, though
in a lesser degree, the wind was working irreparable havoc,
and at each fresh blast he saw her turn a despairing gaze
towards her newly-planted beds.   Several of her gentle-
women, thought Yugiri, as his eye accustomed itself to the
scene, were noticeably "good-looking;  but there was not
one whose appearance could for more than an instant have
distracted his attention from the astonishing creature at
whose command they served.   Now he understood why it
was that Genji had always taken such pains to keep him
away from her.   His father was wise enough to know that
no one could possibly see her thus without losing all control
of himself.   Genji had indeed, in forbidding him all access